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Tower made of stones 
Above the bouldery bluffs 
It climbs to the sky 






On this ambulance 
The Rod of Asclepius 
Adorns its left side 
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This pan’s dead center 
Looks like an occult symbol 
But it isn’t one 






This so lonely scene 
Has three tables and no chairs 
No one can sit here 




A white paper sheet 
Some almonds on top of it 
Look at their shadows 




Spider on a bridge 
Dissipates in summer air 
Once alive, now dead 








Stairs winding downward 
In nature’s spiral likeness 
A helical path 












































It’s a collapsed cage 
Housing no creatures inside 
A dog roams the house 
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Beets are in a bin 
They’re an acquired taste for sure 
Dark red, earthy taste 










Two flowers, one dead 
Life goes on even through death 
Winter is coming 




Six lights shine about 
Sitting in a chandelier 
A cube-shaped light source 







Flower in a gate 

Poking it’s head toward the light 
Life is so fragile 
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